MR PODD OF BORNEO             199
Archibald glanced at her. This chit of a girl, appar-
entl}% was laughing at him again. For the past few
hours he seemed to have been nothing but a bad joke.
It was enough to sting anybody into action. After
trying in vain to put his foot into a stirrup, he kicked
it from him disdainfully, clutched the reins and the
filly's mane, and, making the effort of his life, vaulted
into the saddle. The surprised filly moved off at a
trot Every jolt threw him a little more from the
perpendicular. There could not have been anything
more slippery than that saddle; he bent forward,
clinging on with hands and with knees; he took a
despairing bite at the mane, and hung on with his
teeth, shut his eyes, and awoke to find himself still
clinging on. Growing cooler, he was astonished to
find that he was clinging on easily. His legs, which,
when he started, had hung helpless, were now almost
horizontal, knees and feet gripping tight the mare?s
sides. He had, in fact, instinctively adopted the seat
used by the Lawa^boys when riding buffaloes bare-
backed. He had been one of the best of them at that
game. This trotting horse was certainly no worse
than a galloping buffalo. She slowed down to a walk.
Quite confident now, he sat erect, slipped his feet in
the stirrups, and at once conscious of the immense
help these gave him, gathered up the reins. The
docile mare broke into another quiet trot, and he was
back again at where Nelly stood.
"I can ride!" he shouted, without making the
slightest effort at dissimulating the triumph he felt*
" You see, dear-r lady, I can ride! **
"All boys can ride as well as that, stupid,1* said